








\ 







i 


UIDEPOST 





‘ 


° Over the Wall for Jesus 


One false move now, Arbela knew, 
would spoil everything. He lay quietly in 


his bedroom, listening. 


He heard his mother and father go to 
their room. He heard their last Good nights, 


and he heard them settle down in bed. 


“Now,” he thought, ‘“‘as soon as they are 


asleep——” 


Presently their breathing became slow 


and deep and regular. 


“Now is the time!” Quietly he stood 
and tiptoed to the window. “Let’s hope 
nothing disturbs them, or causes them to 
inspect my room before I return,” he 
thought. Then out the window he went, 
down to the courtyard below, and over 
the high wall that surrounded the house 
—for Arbela lives near Palestine, where 








the better houses are protected by walls. 

Once on the ground outside, Arbela 
breathed easier. His non-Christian parents, 
he knew, would be violently angry with 
him if they discovered what he had done. 
He ran—for there was no time to lose— 
up the street and around the corner to the 
home of the Adventist minister. 

It was after midnight when he arrived, 
but the minister was waiting for him, and 
for hours they bent over the Bible, as 
Arbela listened to the story of Jesus. 

Then, before the sun arose and the fam 
ily was astir, Arbela bade his new friend 
good-by and hurried for home, climbed 
the wall, and slipped noiselessly into bed. 

Night after night he repeated this risky 
trick, until, after three months, he was 
convinced he wanted to follow Jesus for- 
ever. But his parents would not let him 
be baptized. 

Then the minister told him that there 
were to be some special meetings in an- 
other city, and that he could be baptized 
there if he would come. 

He attended, and watched two baptisms. 
Then came a telegram from home, saying: 
“Come home now or never. (Signed) Fa- 
ther.” 

Naturally, Arbela didn’t want to give 
up his home, but if he returned to his 
parents now, he would not be baptized. 
He made his decision. He would stay and 
be baptized. 

Next day, after the baptism, he left the 
meetings and returned to his own city. But 
as he came near his home, he was chased 
from the street. He was not allowed even 
to go indoors to get his clothes or say 
good-by to his loved ones. 

He went back to the place where he had 
been baptized and the church members 
did what they could for him. Since then 
he has been doing any kind of work he 
can get in order to earn money to attend 
Middle East College; where the president 
is Elder T. S. Geraty, who told us this 
story. 

Let’s pray for Arbela, and let’s resolve 
that with God’s help we shall be as faith- 
ful as he is. 


Your friend, 


om Ware 








The mechanic had been sure the ignition 


switch was off. But it wasn’t! 





THE PILOTLESS PLANE 


i COULD tell that everyone was excited 
the moment I drove into town. But what 
was causing all the commotion, I could 
not guess. After all, you don’t often see 
half the townsfolk out on the streets, star- 
ing into the sky on a nice clear morning. 
But that’s exactly what they were doing in 
Marshfield, Wisconsin, that June morning 
a few years ago. The mysterious part of it 
was, when I looked up to discover what 
they were watching, I couldn’t see a thing 
unusual. 

So, even though I didn’t really need any 


By J. C. MICHALENKO 


gas right then, I drove into my favorite 
filling station and said to the attendant, 
“What's all the commotion about?” 

For a moment I thought he was going 
to laugh at me, for the expression on his 
face plainly said, “Imagine anyone not 
knowing that?” But he was a courteous 
fellow, and the expression quickly passed. 
Politely he answered, “It’s a plane that has 
been flying around for half an hour without 
a pilot.” 

“No!” I exclaimed. “Impossible. No 
plane could fly by itself.” To page 17 


When | first saw it, the pilotless plane was going in a great circle. People wondered where it would crash. 
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SUMMER ANGELS 


. By INEZ BRASIER 





CHAPTER 4: AT CREEL LAKE 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


All summer long the TOO class had been carrying out 
their motto, ‘Think of Others.’’ They had spent every 
spare moment they could find trying to raise money 
to buy Bibles for the blind children in Korea. Now, 
as the summer draws to a close, they spend a week 
with their parents at Creel Lake. 


HE Think of Others class jumped from 

the cars as they stopped by the long 
cabin at Creel Lake. 

“Tll get our cabin door open before the 
rest of you get yours unlocked,” challenged 
Jim. 

Tommy grabbed Kenny’s arm and _ hur- 
ried him to Aunt Jennie’s door. He guided 
Kenny's key into the lock. 

“We're second!” cried Lila and Jim. 

“So are we,” grinned Tommy, as their 
door came open. 

For the next hour boxes and suitcases 
were carried into the separate cabins. 

“Look, Kenny. Stand with your back to 
the door. Now count your steps to the car. 
There! Now you can unload Aunt Jennie’s 
things. They are packed in the back seat.” 
Tommy pulled a large suitcase out and set 
it on the ground. “Everybody goes for a 
swim as soon as we straighten the cabins. 
Can you swim?” 

“I was learning before I went 

Tommy didn’t let Kenny finish what he 
was saying. “You'll be my buddy, and bud- 
dies always swim near each other. One of 





our fathers or one of our mothers is always 
on the dock when we swim. This time 
Clara is going to be lifeguard. We have 
grand times.” 

Just then a whistle blew. “Last one at 
the beach gets ducked!” called Clara. 

Tommy wrapped his towel around his 
neck and caught Kenny's arm. “The path 
is wide and smooth, so here we go!” 

They were having so much fun that they 
did not see a tall man walking on the path 
toward the next cabin. They did not see 
him sit down at a small table and open his 
brief case. Nor did they know how often 
he watched them in the hours that fol- 
lowed. 

It was the next day before any of the 
children saw him, and on the third day, 
which was Sabbath, Lila remarked to her 
father, “We could ask him to go to church 
with us.” 

“Not a bad idea,” her father agreed. 
“Tll go and invite him.” 

When Mr. Barton came _ back, the 
stranger was with him. “I haven’t gone to 
church since school days, when I went with 
my chum,” he was saying. 

“You will enjoy the services in our little 
country church, I’m sure,” Mr. Barton said 
as he introduced him to Mrs. Barton and 
to Lila. 

“Tell me, are the children I have been 
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watching these two days always as thought- 
ful and courteous as this? There are no 
comic books, no quarrels, no water pistols. 
I left the lake where I expected to stay 
for a month because I was always being 
drenched with water and then covered with 
sand. And I can scarcely believe that they 
can be so thoughtful of the blind boy.” 

“Tell Mr. Maynard, Lila,’ suggested fa- 
ther. 

“Our class is the Think of Others class, 
and we really try to live up to it.” 

“I must say that you do! By the way, 
what were you reading down at the lake 
yesterday?” 

“We are reading the gospels this sum- 
mer. We have only a few chapters left. 
Kenny is reading too, but yesterday he cut 
his finger, so we are reading to him.” 

“Tell me more.” 

“Kenny is going home in about ten days. 
His birthday is in October, but our class 
always has birthday parties for each other, 
so we are going to have his tomorrow. It 
will not be a fun party, but we are going 
to have a cake and give him the Braille 


book of Psalms. He already has the Gospels 
in Braille.” 

“Is that all he has of the Bible?” 

“Yes. We wanted to give him the rest 
of the Braille Bible, but once, when we 
told him, he said No. He wants us to put 
all we earn into our Braille-Bibles-for- 
Korean-Children cans for the American 
Bible Society.” 

“This sounds interesting. I must know 
about it.” 

“You are invited to have dinner with 
us,” said Father. “I am sure Lila will tell 
you the whole story then.” 

And she did! Then she invited him to 
their birthday party, but he shook his head. 
“No,” he said. “I’d better not.” 

“Here we are!” exclaimed Jim next after- 
noon as they went down to the beach with 
all the fathers and mothers. “What a swell 
place this is when you really look at the 
pine trees and the sparkles on the lake.” 
He carefully laid a large parcel beside 
Clara while Aunt Jennie placed a big cake 
in the center of the cloth spread on the 
sand. To page 21 


Quickly Tommy guided blind Kenny’s hand, with the key, to the lock in the door of cabin three. 
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Keem and Chansu set out to hunt heads for their girl friends. 


They brought back, instead, the gospel for the whole tribe. 


A 


, GOD HUNTERS 


By MERLE ZANE BAGLEY 


EEM and _ Chansu 

squatted near the 
high barbed-wire fence 
around the prison com- 
pound. Apparently they 
were not interested in 
what was going on out- 
side, but they were see- 
ing everything. 

It was a day in 1945, 
near the end of World 
War Il. Keem and 
Chansu had lived on 
the island of Formosa 
until the enemy had caught them and forced 
them aboard a ship, on which they had 
sailed for a long time. They were the only 
ones on that crowded ship who had come 
from their high mountain home, and their 
language was different from what everyone 
else spoke. 

Finally they had been told to get off and 
fight against soldiers with the strangest look- 
ing faces—white! These white soldiers had 
caught them and put them in the prison. 
Keem and Chansu had been deathly afraid, 
for they had been told that the white men 
would eat them. To their surprise, however, 
the white men had fed them three times a 
day! 

tenella else surprised them even more. 
Keem was thinking about it now as he 
counted on his fingers. “Seven days again. 
White face now go back to house with cross 
on top. One man say, ‘Lord’s Day.’” 

“Other man say, ‘house of God.’ What 
they mean?” Chansu asked. 

“Some day find out. God-of-cross not like 
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our god-of-cave. Our god not bring shine 
on face like god-of-cross.” 

Keem’s real name was Son-of-Chief. Be- 
cause his brave father had been successful 
in a head-hunting expedition when the boy 
was small, both of them had been honored 
by having the purple tattoo on their faces. 
This still showed faintly on Keem’s. 

In reality Chansu was Son-of-Deer Hunter. 
He and his father were expert in hunting 
deer. Although, of course, his father had 
the tattoo, necessary before he could claim 
a wife, Chansu did not have the mark. Only 
the very bravest head-hunters could have 
their sons honored with it. 

It was this head hunting that had brought 
about Keem and Chansu’s present trouble. 
They had been trying to get a Japanese head 
when they had been captured. 

They talked in low tones about it now, 
and discussed why it was that they had 
started on that fateful head-hunting expedi- 
tion. 

Many moons ago, the enemy had per- 
suaded two families of their tribe, the Taiyal, 
to do something none of them had ever 
done before. No Taiyal ever had cultivated 
fields to raise crops. They had lived by hunt- 
ing. They thought it was much the better 
way. But these two families lived farther 
down the mountain, and had been persuaded 


to try farming. Their homes were very near 


to the enemy’s guard-line fence. 

Then had come the great blow. As soon 
as plants were growing in the fields, the 
enemy had moved the guard-line fence over 
farther to include their land! 

“For protection,” they had explained. 


, 
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Protection! These two families were no 
longer able to go up the mountain to visit 
their loved ones or to ask their chief for 
advice! 

Many had urged him to do something, 
and the chief had listened. 

“We shall lose all!” he had exclaimed. 
“Long ago our enemies drove us to the hills. 
Now this new enemy wants our hill coun- 
try!” 

“Kill!” his advisors said fiercely. “Go and 
hunt heads!” 

“Look!” one had exclaimed, pointing. 
“The jungle bird!” 

This mysterious creature had come out 
of the forest, flown around them, then gone 
back into the forest again. It must have 
been a sign, the people reasoned. 

“To the cave!” the chief had ordered. 
“We shall ask god-of-cave what we should 
do.” 

Eager to know what the answer would be, 
Keem and Chansu had joined the others 
going to the cave. 

Carefully the rituals had been performed 
at the mouth of the cave. Singers, dancers, 
and those who chanted had done their best. 
At last the head chanter had gone inside 
and called out, “Shall they go?” 

From far back in the cave an answer had 
come, faint yet distinct, “Go!” 


The two men from the mountains watched through 
the cross on top, and wondered why it was that their faces always shone when they came out. 


Eagerly all of the young 
men had rushed on ahead 
to get their weapons from 
the long hut where those 
without the purple tattoo 
had to live. Here was a 
chance to leave that lonely 
long hut forever. Each one would go and 
bring back a head of the hated enemy, and 
in this way earn the right to marry. 

The women had been excited. “We shall 
do no weaving until you return,’ Chansu’s 
mother had said. “We shall keep the fire 
burning day and night until you come back,” 
Keem’s mother had assured him. 

“Good hunting, men,” the chief had told 
all of them. “Avenge the wrongs.” 

It had not turned out as planned. Be- 
cause of a queer light that shone out of a 
tube one dark night they had been seen and 
captured. Squatting there by the high wire 
fence, both boys wondered whether the fire 
at home was being kept burning for them. 
Would they ever get back? 

Men were coming out of the house with 
the cross on top. 

Chansu shifted his position to see better, 
though he did not stare openly. That would 
not have been polite. 

He murmured, “See, again face shine.” 

“Yes. See.” Keem glanced up after the 





the wire as the soldiers entered the building with 


men had passed. They were smiling; their 
voices were pleasant. Chansu patted Keem’s 
shoulder. “Maybe god-of-cross teach to be 
kind,” he added. “Someday find out.” 
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A LIVING LETTER 


By ESTHER KALDAHL GUYOT 


God would like to send a letter 
To your neighborhood today; 

To the members of your family, 
And the folks across the way. 


They may not read the Bible, 
So they do not hear His voice 
Speaking from its holy pages, 
Saying, "Come, make Me your 
choice." 


But if you will be His letter 
In the things you say and do, 

You may show the love of Jesus, 
Turn their hearts to know Him, too. 


“In every one of His children, Jesus sends a 
letter to the world. If you are Christ’s follower, He sends 
in you a letter to the family, the village, the street, where 
you live. Jesus, dwelling in you, desires to speak to the 
hearts of those who are not acquainted with Him. Per- 
haps they do not read the Bible, or do not hear the voice 
that speaks to them in its pages; they do not see the 
love of God through His works. But if you are a true 
representative of Jesus, it may be that through you they 
will be led to understand something of His goodness, and 
be _ to love and serve Him.”’—‘‘Steps to Christ,” 
p. 119. 


Sn ln cl ctl tliat lla lalallala tll tianlian lila 


Great changes took place in the next few 
months. The white soldiers put them on a 
boat and took them back to Formosa, then 
let them go. 

Keem and Chansu climbed eagerly up the 
steep hillside toward home. How wonderful 
to be free! 
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At the top of that first range of hills they 
paused to look around. Off in the distance, 
across a narrow valley, the high mountains 
beyond were blue and beautiful. 

“Up there, home!” Chansu exclaimed. 

“Wonder,” said Keem, “fire still burn for 
us?” 

“Burn. Not go out!” Chansu was sure. 

They hurried on. But always they went 
around any houses or little farms cautiously. 
They did not want to be caught again. 

Keem often felt a small book in his pocket. 
He could not read a word of it, but stilll 
it was precious. Chansu had one, too. The 
white face who had taken them out of the 
high wire fence had smiled when he had 
handed them the books. Keem could not 
forget his words, “God bless you.” He must 
show the book to his father, the chief. It 
must have magic. 

Keem and Chansu had looked for white 
faces on Formosa. They saw none. But how 
surprised they were at the kind way the yel- 
low faces there had helped them! 

When they stopped to squat and rest 
Keem said, “One yellow face very kind.” 

“Have book, too,” Chansu remarked. 

“Face shine, like white face; he go inside 
house with cross on top. What inside? Must 
tell Father.” 

“He be angry. No enemy heads!” 

“No dancing. Girls not like us,” Keem 
added. 

And so it was. Although everyone rushed 
out to greet them, full of questions and 
happy to see them again, when they saw 
there were no heads in their hands, they 
turned their backs and went away. 

“Explain!” Keem’s father the chief de- 
manded. 

“We kept the fire,” Keem’s mother mur- 
mured. 

“We did no weaving,’ Chansu’s mother 
added. “We have waited long.” 

Without seeming to notice, Keem saw 
that Bell Blossom and Flower Bud, his girl 
and Chansu’s, were standing with the other 
women and looking very sad. With no heads, 
the girls would have to wait to start their 
new homes. Heads had to be buried under- 
neath homes to bring good luck. Keem was 
sure that was what they were thinking, for 
all of his life he had believed it was true. 
But something new was stirring in him now. 
He walked quickly inside the chief's hut. 

“Explain!” the father commanded again. 
To page 19 
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: OT bad, huh?” beams the proud pro- 
: prietor of this soda fountain, who 
knows his “merchandise” is good because 
; its made from healthful, refreshing fruit 
; juices. It’s no trouble to have a home soda 


fountain, not only during the summer, but 
the year around, for plenty of these de- 
licious juices can be bought at your corner 
grocery store at any time of the year. There 
you will find these many different kinds you 


CONDUCTED BY JUANITA BYRD 


Cold Drinks for Hot Days 


ft 


can experiment with—grapefruit, orange, 
lemon, tangerine, pineapple, lime, blended 
orange and grapefruit, blended orange and 
tangerine, cranberry, grape, and apricot— 
and many of them are both canned and 
frozen. You didn’t know there were so 
many, did you? As a starter, why not try 
some of the recipes given here, and then 
maybe Mother will ask you to concoct some 
of your own. 





SHERBET-TOPPED PUNCH 


6 oz. can frozen lemonade 

6 oz. can frozen orange juice 
1 quart ice water 

2 cups chilled ginger ale 
1 pint pineapple sherbet 


(more if desired) 

































Mix juices and water well. Add ginger ale. Spoon sherbet 
into punch and stir lightly to blend, letting some of it 
remain unmelted to float to the top. This makes about 7 
8-oz. glasses, or 10 6-oz. party cups, or 15 punch cups. 
For parties, enlarge the recipe and float an extra pint of 
pineapple sherbet on top of each punch bowl. The av- 
erage punch bowl will hold this recipe doubled very nicely. 


CRANBERRY-PINEAPPLE PUNCH 


1 pint cranberry juice cocktail 

1 cup orange juice (about 2 medium oranges) 

VY, cup pineapple juice 

6 tablespoons lemon juice (about 2 medium lemons) 
V4 cup sugar 

1 to 2 cups water 


Mix ingredients thoroughly and serve with crushed ice or 
ice cubes. Serves 4 to 6. 


LIME-APRICOT COOLER 


3 cups canned apricot nectar 
V4 cup lime juice 

V2 cup lemon juice 

6 sprigs mint 

1 cup hot water 

3 tablespoons granulated sugar 


Cut mint into small pieces and cover with the hot water. 
Add sugar and stir until dissolved. Cover, let stand 1 hour, 
— + Add fruit juices and mix well. Pour over ice. 
erves 


GOLDEN FRUIT PUNCH 


6 oz. can frozen grapefruit juice 

6 oz. can frozen orange juice 

6 oz. can frozen pineapple juice 

5 cups ice water 
Combine concentrated fruit juices in container that will 
hold two quarts. Add ice water and mix well. Pour over 
ice. If desired, garnish with very thin slices of oranges, 
fresh strawberries, or maraschino cherries. Serves 8. 
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This fox may make its nest among the birds! 


THE FOX THAT CLIMBS TREES 


@ 


() By HARRY J. BAERG 


[" WAS dark on the greasewood desert 
near Yuma, Arizona, and I was sitting 
on a knoll above the All-American Canal 
watching some bats as they swooped over 
the water. The Walla Walla College biol- 
ogy field class, of which I was a member, 
had arrived there as it was getting dark. 
We had hastily made camp and had supper. 
Now part of the group was in class ses- 
sion, and since I was free I had decided 
to look over the surrounding country a bit. 
There was really very little looking that I 
could do, for it was so dark that I could 
see only a few yards around me. I crossed 
the road, felt my way through the bushes, 
set a few mousetraps, and then sat down 
on the knoll. 

To my left was the camp on a little spot 
of uneven wasteland between the big irri- 
gation canal and a side road that went south 
into Mexico. To the right I could see re- 
flected on the sky the lights of the customs 
offices on the Mexican border not far away. 
Except for an occasional car, the night was 
still, and I could plainly hear the smacking 
call of the bats as they flew out of the dark 
into a spot of light near camp. Listening 
for other sounds of the night, I heard the 
faraway bark of a dog from a distant farm- 
house; another answered him. Then, above 
the faint overtones of traffic on the high- 
way that led to the city beyond, I heard 
the clear call of a fox coming from the 
opposite direction. 

Immediately I was alert and listening 
closely. The fox seemed to be about a 
quarter of a mile away. When I heard him 
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again he was closer, which encouraged me 
to try an experiment. With my lips I made 
a squeaking sound in imitation of a mouse. 
This brought him still closer. Then, sitting 
perfectly still in the dark night, I con- 
tinued to squeak at intervals. The fox was 
now quiet and I began to wonder whether i, 
he had gone away, when suddenly, about 
ten feet in front of me, I heard a short 
yap and saw a blur in the darkness as the 
disillusioned fox darted away. Evidently he 
had caught scent of me or had seen a slight 
motion that made him suspicious. 

Gray foxes are found throughout most 
of the eastern and southern States. In spite 
of the fact that they are not often seen, 
they are quite common in some localities. 
Usually only those who can read tracks or 
who do trapping are aware of all the ani- 
mals in their locality, for many of them 
are shy and come out only at night. Red 
foxes are more often seen. 


ai 
The gray species is not hard to recognize 
when you know what to look for. It could 
< 
oo 
: 





be mistaken for a coyote, since both are 
gray, but the coyote is about ten inches 
longer and weighs nearly five times as 





much. 

Like most other foxes, the gray fox lives > 
largely on mice and other rodents. In the 
southwest it catches kangaroo rats, pack 
rats, and pocket mice. Cottontail rabbits 
also help to fill their stomachs. One mu- 
seum collector was aiming his gun at a 4 
cottontail when a gray fox jumped from 
behind a bush after the rabbit. The man 
collected the fox instead. 
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These foxes sometimes live in the most 
barren-looking deserts. In talking with a 
man who lived in a particularly desolate 
place in eastern California, I learned that 
he had trapped in the district for two 
winters. 

“Whatever would you find to trap out 
here?” I asked him. 

“Fox and bobcat,” he answered. 

When I was better acquainted with the 
wildlife there, I was convinced that both 
kinds of animals were present, and that 
there was plenty of food for them to eat. 
Pocket mice, wood rats, and a few kangaroo 
rats lived in the rocky canyons and fed on 
the seeds of various desert plants. 

The foxes dig out kangaroo rats and 
pocket mice whenever the ground is soft 
enough. Desert wood rats live either in 
rocky ledges and crevices or under piles of 
spiny cactus, and challenge the ingenuity 


of the fox; but he often waits for them 
to come out. Even at that, these foxes come 
in contact with plenty of cactus and are 
often found with spines in their skin. 

Gray foxes are easily trapped and not 
sO suspicious as the red foxes. Persistent 
trapping can make the survivors extremely 
trap shy, however. When hunted by dogs 
they provide less sport than red foxes do, for 
they either disappear into a burrow or climb 
a tree. 

This is one of the unusual characteristics 
of gray foxes—they climb trees. They are 
the only members of the dog family that 
habitually do so. Often one will just jump 
up on a limb to look the country over or 
to sun himself. Sometimes a fox will scram- 
ble up a tree when pursued and hide in a 
thick cluster of leaves. When the hunter 
comes he thinks his dogs have treed a 

To page 17 


This gray fox has climbed onto the branch of a tree to look the country over. Mr. Baerg got 
one to come very close to him one night by imitating the squeaking of a little mouse. 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 
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ODETTE 


H, KITTY—I love you,” said Odette to 

the ball of yellow fur on her lap. “You 
are such a nice kitty. I like to pat your soft 
fur and listen to your purring song. It is 
just like a little motor down inside of you. 
You are going to be my kitty now, for 
always and always.” 

But the little kitty did not plan to be 
Odette’s kitty, not for even a little while— 
for just then the neighbor's dog from across 
the street came barking toward them. The 
kitty made a leap from Odette’s lap and ran 
straight for the culvert, which: went under 
the road at the intersection. Odette began 
to cry as she saw the yellow tail disappear 
from sight. 

She picked up a little stick that was lying 
under a tree and waved it at the dog, saying, 
“Go home, you naughty dog! You have 
frightened my poor little yellow kitty. Go 
home!” 

The dog ran back across the street, quite 
ashamed of himself. He put his tail between 
his legs—and disappeared behind his home. 
Odette looked down the little square hole 
the kitty had gone into, and called, “Come, 
kitty, kitty, kitty. The bad doggie has gone 
home. He won't scare you any more.” She 
looked and looked, but it was quite dark 
down under the culvert. She could see a 
square of light far at the other end. As her 
eyes became accustomed to the darkness, 
she saw the little yellow kitty, crouched in 
about the center of the culvert. 

“Oh, you poor little frightened thing! 
Come to me—I will take care of you. Come 
kitty.” 

But the kitty did not come. Odette did 
not think about the dirt and dust, dry leaves 
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PRAYS IN THICL 
, @ 


By MRS. JOHN F. UNDERHII 


and cobwebs; she forgot that she had on a 
clean dress. All she could think of was that 
poor little frightened kitty huddled in the 
center of the culvert. Down on her knees 
she went, and began crawling toward the 
kitten. 

“Tl come in after you if you are afraid 
to come out. You poor little kitty.” 

With the little kitty finally in her arms, 
she began to crawl backward. Then some- 
thing happened. Her sleeve caught on a rusty 
nail—and held her fast. She tried to go for- 
ward, she tried to go backward, but she 
could not go either way. 

“Oh, kitty, what can 
we do? We can’t get out.” 
And Odette began to cry: 
She knew that nobody 
could hear her if she 
should call, and nobody 
would think to look down 
into a dusty culvert to 
find a little girl and a 
yellow kitty. 

Suddenly there was a 
terrible noise above her. 
The kitty tried to get 


away, but Odette held 
him fast. It sounded 
like thunder—and the 


wooden planks shook and 
rattled. Dust fell down 
on the back of her neck. 
It was only for a moment, 





the 
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to 
he 































Odette had been successful 
in reaching the kitty, but 
when she tried to get out, 
her dress caught on a nail. 








then all was still again, and very lonesome. 

“It was a car, or a truck, right over our 
heads. Are you still afraid, kitty?” 

For several minutes Odette held the little 
kitty. It seemed awfully dark in the culvert. 
“What if we have to stay in here all night! 
I couldn't even go to bed. I couldn't say 
my prayers.” 

Then an idea came to Odette. She could 
say her prayers right where she was, she 
was already on her knees. She could pray 
to Jesus down in the culvert. He would hear 


her. He heard Jonah down inside of the big 


fish—way down in the water. Odette held 
the kitty close to her. She closed her eyes, 
and prayed for help. When her prayer was 
finished she said Amen and opened her eyes. 
It seemed to be darker than before. Some- 
thing dark was crouching down by the little 
square of light on the opposite end. A voice 
said, “Is there someone down in here? Who 
are you?” 

Odette could see the dark suit as a man 
knelt in the dust and peered into the dark 
culvert. She liked his voice, it was very kind. 

“I am Odette, and my little yellow kitty 
is in here, too.” Then Odette told him how 
the neighbor's dog had chased the kitty, and 
how she had crawled in after him. 

“And now my sleeve is caught on a rusty 
nail, and we can’t get out.” 

“Don’t cry, little girl. I will see what can 
be done.” The man walked along the plank 
until he stood directly above her. He spoke 
encouragingly to Odette, telling her she 
would be out of there in just a little minute. 
He scraped aside the gravel and dust, trying 
to locate the rusty nail. 

Several people passing by noticed the man 
standing on the middle of the culvert, ap- 
parently talking to himself. They came over 
to see what had attracted his attention. 

One man said, “We could get a wrecking 
bar and pull up the planks.” To page 20 
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CHINA FROM HEAVEN 





By GERTRUDE R. MARTER 


MA%8e you think it’s always easy to obey 
the Lord. But when you've saved money 
for something you need desperately, and 
then God tells you you ought to use that 
money to pay tithe, it’s not so easy then. 
I know. It happened to me. 

About thirty-five years ago, my husband 
and I sold almost everything we owned in 
order to be colporteurs selling God’s books. 
We didn’t sell as many books as we had 
hoped, and after two years, we had hardly 
any dishes left to eat from. 

Then we moved into another town, and 
rented a nice house with a garden and fruit 
trees. It made me most unhappy to see the 
lovely china cupboard entirely empty. 

My husband and I decided to lay aside a 
certain sum of money each week in order 
to buy some dishes. At the end of the first 
week, I carefully set apart the proper amount 
from what I had earned that week, and 
walked happily into the garden. 

Suddenly it dawned on me that I owed 
God that amount in tithe for fruit I had 
gathered from our new trees. 

I knew that if I stopped to argue about 
the matter, I could never part with that 
precious money. So I dashed quickly into 
the house, grabbed all the money I had laid 
aside for the china, and hurried across town 
to the church treasurer. “Take it,” I said. 
“It’s tithe.” 

Then I went home—and gazed sadly at 
the empty china cupboard. There wasn’t 
— joy for me in serving the Lord that 

ay. 

But wait. I haven't finished! Not more 
than a day or two after that, an elderly 
woman came to see me and noticed the 


| looked up, and was amazed to see my neighbor lady 
walking toward me with china stacked to her chin! 
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china cupboard standing empty in the corner. 

And not long after that, I went to visit 
her. She said, “I love you, and when I go 
away I want to give you a cupboard full of 
china that I have been saving for years.” 

I could hardly believe my ears. But the 
very next day she came to my house, loaded 
to her chin with china! She set it down, 
went home, and came again, and again, and 
again, till the cupboard was full, so that 
there was not room enough to receive any 
more. 

I was thrilled. And so was the old lady. 
As she handed me the last piece she said, 
“I’m glad the Lord worked on my heart for 
ou. 

' Truly, it pays to serve the Lord. 
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The Pilotless Plane 
From page 3 


“Well,” he said, “there it is.” 

And sure enough, when I looked where 
he pointed, there was the plane, about a 
mile high, swinging around in a great 
circle. 

“Tell me,” I said, as excited now as any- 
one else in town. “What happened? How 
did it get up there? Why doesn’t it crash? 


Where will it come down?” 
‘y | i “Well,” he said, “where it will come 


| down no one knows. That’s what has them 
| all so worried. If it crashes in town, there’s 
going to be some real damage to pay for. 
And of course it’s bound to come down 
| sooner or later, when it runs out of gas.” 

Trust a service-station attendant to think 
of that, I thought. 

“As for how it got up there,” the at- 
tendant went on, “I don’t really know. But 
I've heard that there was some fellow—a 
mechanic or something—working on it at 
the airport, when suddenly the engine 
started, and away went the plane before he 
had a chance to stop it. I guess he was 
pretty lucky not to have gotten hurt.” 

Later on I found out what had actually 
taken place. A mechanic, sure enough, had 
been servicing the plane at the local air- 
port. He was carefully examining and greas- 
ing every moving part. At last there was 
only one more place into which to squirt 
some oil—an oil cup behind the propeller. 

To reach it, he had to move the propeller. 
Nothing to that. He had done it a thousand 
times before and nothing had ever gone 
wrong. There was only one possibility of 
danger. Pulling the propeller around was 
the way to start the engine. But for the 
engine to start, the switch had to be turned 
on. And, of course, the switch on this 
plane was off. 

Or so the mechanic thought. 

Actually, the switch was on! 

The mechanic jerked the propeller 
around. With a swish and a roar, and a 
great coughing up of exhaust fumes, the 
engine came to life. 

The plane moved forward. 

The mechanic held on for dear life, but 
the power of the motor was too great for 
him. Do what he might to prevent it, the 
nlane gradually pulled itself from his grasp. 
He jumped back quickly, lest he be run 


down. 








The pilotless plane rolled on westward, 
cutting across the runways, heading straight 
for a group of farm buildings. The me- 
chanic held his breath, waiting for the col- 
lision. 

But the plane was gathering speed, and 
as it neared the edge of the field it rose 
from the ground and passed over the build- 
ings not more than a few feet above them. 

It continued to climb until it was about 
a mile high. And then it turned, flying in 
a very large circle, maneuvering itself beau- 
tifully as if a pilot were actually inside. 

That’s where it was when I saw it. And 
the police and the ambulance crew, and 
especially the men at the airport and the 
owner of the plane were desperately wor- 
ried, wondering what kind of damage it 
would do when it came down. 

For more than an hour it circled, till 
finally the fuel did give out, and the plane 
crashed—fortunately, in a field of oats. 

As the people on the streets went back 
to their jobs, I drove on, thinking. How 
often we find boys and girls who think 
they do not need a pilot for their lives. 
They want to be “pilotless planes,” too. 
And sometimes they seem to get on very 
well for a while, just like that plane. But 
they always crash sooner or later. 

How much better it is to have a pilot. 
Jesus Christ longs to be the Pilot of your 
soul. Why don’t you let Him enter and 
take charge in the cockpit of your heart 
right now? 


The Fox That Climbs Trees 
From page 11 


squirrel and he may call them off. Of course, 
he may not—a chance the fox takes. The 
foxes will not only leap from branch to 
branch, but even shinny up a bare trunk 
till they come to branches. Some foxes 
nest in hollow stubs, and one was found 
to have its young in the hollow limb of a 
live oak twenty-five feet above the ground. 
These climbing habits have given it the 
name of “tree fox” in some districts. 

As a rule these foxes bring up their 
young in a burrow, a hollow log, or in a 
cave or crevice in a rocky canyon. There 
are four to six young that look like little 
black puppies. Gray foxes seem to keep 
up their numbers in spite of the fact that 
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they are easily caught; they are even ex- 
tending their range, coming farther year by 
year. 

The gray Reynard helps his wife, the 
vixen, feed the young after they are born, 
but she is the one who teaches them to 
hunt. Through the winter they stay in sepa- 
rate quarters. Usually there are several bur- 
rows used by one fox. Some are merely 
temporary retreats conveniently located; 
others have a comfortable den hollowed 
out at the end. 

In rough country the fox can often leave 

unds behind in a chase, but on the level 
he makes no attempt to. The gray fox has 
been clocked running at twenty-six miles 
an hour. That is his top speed, and he can- 
not keep it up for long. More often he 
does not travel faster than twenty miles 
an hour even when chased. 

His bark is similar to that of the red fox, 
but a bit louder and harsher. He does not 
use it in ordinary hunting, but rather to 
call a mate or to find one. 

Man is the greatest enemy of the fox, 
partly because of the small number of 
chickens it may catch, and partly because 
he regards the fox as an important enemy 
of game birds. Actually, the fox more than 
makes up for the birds it kills by the large 
number of crop-destroying rodents that it 
eats. 


God Hunters 
From page 8 


His voice sent shivers down Keem’s back. 

“Father,” Keem began, “the hated enemy 
caught us with a queer light that shone out 
of a tube as*we came near when it was 
dark.” Then he went on, telling the whole 
story. 

No one else was in the room, but Keem 
was sure that many were outside, near enough 
to listen. He told of the clothes they had 
had to wear, just like those of the enemy, 
and of how they had hated that. 

“The enemy lie, too,” he said. “They say 
if white face catch us we die; be food for 
white face. Not true. White face catch. Put 
inside wire fence with huts. Bring food. 
Kind.” 

“Yes. True,” Chansu murmured. 

“Kind? To the people they bated?” The 
chief could not believe it. “Why?” 


Then Keem took the little book out of 
his pocket. Chansu showed his, just like it. 
Both had a cross on the cover. 

“White face go inside house with cross 
on top many times. Come out with shine on 
face. ‘House of God,’ they say. God-of-cross 
not like our god-of-cave.” 

“Go. Eat,” the chief ordered. “Tomorrow 
we talk again.” 

Keem knew that his father was no longer 
angry. He saw that Chansu looked happy, 
the way he felt. 

Food was prepared and the returned boys 
sat with the others. But it was not as be- 
fore. People could not understand. They 
talked little. Bell Blossom and Flower Bud 
did not try to say anything to them, but 
stayed near their mothers. 

“Home not same,” Chansu murmured to 
Keem. 

“Not same. Wait. Time come,’ Keem ad- 
vised. 

Early next morning the chief called them 
before him. He asked many questions and 
became quite excited when he heard Keem’s 
answers. 

Finally he turned to Keem and said, “Go 
quickly, my son! Find the kind yellow face. 
Bring him to me. I want to learn about 
this god-of-cross.” 

“I go,” Keem answered. He bowed, left 
the hut, and started down the mountain. 

“Son!” he heard his mother call, and 
stopped to wait. 

She pressed her hand over his. “Keep this. 
It will bring you back.” 

In his hand was a small cloth bag full of 
sand. Keem knew it had come from the 
front of her doorstep. He smiled. Now he 
knew that she loved him. 

Then his heart beat faster. Bell Blossom 
was shyly waving good-by. 

Keem was gone about a week. It was not 
easy to get the yellow face to believe that 
the chief of the Taiyals wanted to see him. 
He could not clearly understand Keem’s 
language. But the book did it. Finally the 
yellow face, named Sun Yat See, said Yes. 

Sun Yat See persuaded Wang Ho to go 
with him. Keem was glad to see that each 
carried a smal! book with a cross outside on 
the cover. But the inside had different mark- 
ings. Sun Yat See told him that theirs was 
in the Chinese language, and his in English. 
He could not really understand, but was glad 
that the story in each was the same, about 
the God-of-cross. 


JULY 20, 1955 / 19 





When they got to Keem’s village a feast 
was prepared. The chief was glad to wel- 
come Sun Yat See and Wang Ho. In the 
days that followed there were many meet- 
ings. Each tried to learn the other's lan- 
guage, and to understand the wonderful 
story of the God-of-cross. They liked to 
hear the name Jesus, and of how He had 
died for His enemies because He loved them. 

Then Sun Yat See explained that they 
needed to be baptized, to show that they be- 
lieved that Jesus could wash away their sins. 

The chief willingly let Sun Yat See 
baptize him. God’s love in his heart was 
making him love everyone, even yellow 
faces. 

Keem and Chansu, Bell Blossom and 
Flower Bud, as well as some of the others, 
were baptized too. 

They were so excited and happy over the 
wonderful story of Jesus that they hurried 
to other villages to tell their friends. The 
chief ordered his men to build a new house 
and to put a cross on top. Sun Yat See 
said it was a church. How wonderful it was 
to go inside and sit there to sing songs about 
the love of Jesus, and to pray. 

Keem noticed that all of the people around 
him had shining faces, and he could feel 
the shine in his own heart. 

He had started out the first time to hunt 
heads. But he had found God instead, and 
great happiness had come to them all. 

NOTE: On the island of Formosa today 
the mountain people are learning about God 
and His Son Jesus the Christ. In many 
cases the first ones to tell them the wonder- 
ful story were Chinese Christians like Sun 
Yat See and Wang Ho, whom the tribespeo- 
ple urged to come and teach them. 


Odette Prays in the Culvert 
From page 13 


But the man said, “That will not be nec- 
essary. I think I can slide the dress off the 
nail through this opening.” And he in- 
serted the blade of a knife next to the nail. 
He continued talking to Odette, assuring her 
that she would soon be out. “There now, 
your sleeve is free.” 

One of the men stopped the cars that 
were coming down the road. People were 
coming from all directions to see what was 
happening. 

“Now, crouch down, Odette,” said the 
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man. “A little more—there. Now crawl for- 
ward. Keep your head down—that’s it, just 
keep going. That's fine.” 

By the time Odette reached the open end 
of the culvert, the man was there to lift 
her up. She was still holding the yellow kit- 
ten under her arm. Carefully the man 
brushed the dust and dry leaves from her 
dress, and the straws and cobwebs from her 
hair. People gathered around her, asking 
dozens of questions. 

“How did you know she was in there?” 
asked one woman, as the man wiped t 
smeary tears from Odette’s cheeks with 
clean white handkerchief. 

“Well,” he answered, “I really did not 
know she was under the culvert. I didn’t 
even hear her cry. But somehow I felt im- 
pressed to go over there and look down.” 
The woman looked at him as though she 
did not believe him. 

“Honest, lady, I had not the slightest idea 
that this little girl was under there.” 

Then Odette said, “I know why you 
looked under there. You see, I knew I 
couldn’t get out. My sleeve was caught on 
a nail, so I prayed to Jesus. And Jesus told 
you to look down and find me under there.” 

The man just looked at Odette. Then he 
patted her shoulder and said, “Yes, I think 
it was Jesus who told me to look down under 
there. It must have been.” 

The people were silent. It was as though 
they were standing on holy ground. They 
looked at one another, at the kind man in 
the dark suit, then at little Odette still hold- 
ing the yellow kitten in her arms. She gently 
stroked its dusty fur, then looked up into 
the face of the man before her. 

“Thank you. Thank you very much,” she 
said. Then she went toward home, carrying 
her precious little yellow kitten. The people 
watched her, then they turned to speak to 
the man in the dark suit, but he was no 
longer there. Somehow he had mingled with 
the crowd and slipped away. 

“Who was he?” someone asked. 

“Never saw him before,” said another. 

After a good bath and a warm supper 
Odette and the little kitty were ready to go 
to sleep. Odette knelt beside her bed to say 
her prayers. Her closing sentence was, 
“Thank you, Jesus, for sending the kind man 
to get us out of the culvert. Amen.” 

She put the yellow kitty in its basket, then 
crawled into her own little bed, and was 
soon fast asleep. 

















Summer Angels 
From page 5 


“I sure hope Pastor Burns and Mrs. 
Burns are back from that trip in time to 
be here.” Kenny turned as someone stepped 
down the path. 

“We are here, Kenny.” 


They did not know that Mr. Maynard 
was watching them from his chair on his 
beach, for the large shrubs hid him. “Burns! 


@: Burns!” he whispered. Then he stood 


to look over the shrubs. “It zs Jimmie 
Burns! My boyhood chum! I haven't seen 
him in years! I shall surely attend Mayville 
church next week.” He sat down to listen. 

For an hour they sang the songs they 
always sang in the afternoon at Aunt Jen- 
nie’s home. They even learned part of the 
song Clara was to sing the next weekend. 
Several times they thought they heard 
someone singing with them, but they were 
not sure. 

“We are ready for John 14 and 15. Will 
you read the chapters to us, Pastor Burns?” 
asked Jim. 

When Pastor Burns had finished reading 
the chapters, each one bowed his head as 
he thanked God for such a pleasant time 
in such a lovely place. Then they sang 
“Happy Birthday” until the birds sang, too. 

“Kenny! You should see the cake! It is 
bigger than mine was,” Lila told him. She 
held it so he could feel its size. 


June helped to pass the plates, each 
filled with a very large slice. 

“And here is Kenny’s present,” an- 
nounced Tommy, “from the TOO class and 
Pastor and Mrs. Burns.” He placed a large 
parcel in Kenny’s hands. 

Everyone watched as Kenny unwrapped 
it, then ran his fingers over the raised 
letters. 

“Psalms! I wanted one so much. Thank 
you, everyone.” 

“We are very glad you can have it,” said 
June, “and we hope you can return next 


summer.” She sounded so very grown up. 

Mr. Maynard, who had stood up again, 
suddenly felt tears in his eyes, and sat 
down with his head in his hands. 

“Read the twenty-third Psalm to us, 
Kenny, and then we will say good night,” 
suggested Jim. 

Kenny’s evening prayer was very sincere 
as he hugged his Braille Psalms. “Thank 
You, God, for my Psalms,” he prayed. 
“Thank You more than I can tell.” 

Everyone walked slowly up the path. 
The vacation on Creel Lake was over. 

“This was the nicest time we have ever 
had,” declared Lila. 

“It couldn’t ever be better,’ agreed 
Tommy. 

But not one dreamed of the happy sur- 
prises to come the next weekend. 


(To be concluded) 











AMERICAN DOGS. American dogs that were 
here before the white man came are the 
Alaskan malamute, the Mexican hairless, and 
the forefathers of the popular little Chihuahua 
(chi-wowa). 


LITTLE BROTHER AGAIN! A small boy of 
three was caught putting soap into the fam- 
ily’s gold-fish bowl. When asked why he was 
doing it, he explained, “The fish gotta have 
a bath.” 


TERRIBLE TRAIN TRACKS. In Mozambique, 
Africa, buffaloes and antelopes died of thirst 
last year because they were afraid to cross rail- 
road tracks newly laid along the bank of the 
Limpopo River. 


COVER PICTURE by Fred Chadde. Story 
illustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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V—The Price Jesus Paid 





“STUDY OF THE — 
SCHOOL LESSON 





anger 





Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


(JULY 30) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Texts: John 10:11, 15, 17, 18; Philip- 
pians 2:6, 7. 

Memory Verse: “Thanks be unto God for his 
unspeakable gift” (2 Corinthians 9:15). 


Guiding Thought 


Think of the most unattractive, the poorest, 
most run-down, dirtiest home you have ever seen. 
Think of the crudest, most unlovable and unlov- 
ing family you have ever known. Would you care 
to leave your own home and your own loved ones 
to live in such a home among such people? The 
very thought makes you shudder! Jesus made this 
change—multiplied innumerable times—when 
He left His Father and His heavenly home to 
come to this earth. He left a home, the magnifi- 
cence of which we cannot even imagine, to live 
on earth in poverty among unloving and unlovely 
people. Why did He do it? Because He loved us 
and was willing to pay with His life and His 
death to give us eternal life. He shared our 
earthly home that we might share His heavenly 
home. 

SUNDAY 


The Love Christ Felt 


1. Find John 15:13. 

What is the test of a man’s love for his 
friends? 

2. Find Romans 5:7, 8. 


How did Jesus demonstrate that His love for 
sinners is stronger than the strongest human 
love? 


3. Read John 10:11, 15. 

How did Jesus prove Himself to be the good 
Shepherd? 

4. Read John 10:17, 18. 


Was Jesus forced to lay down His life for sin- 
ners or did He do it of His own will? 

NoTE.—" ‘God so loved the world, that He 
gave His only begotten Son.’ He gave Him not 
only to live among men, to bear their sins, and 
die their sacrifice, He gave Him to the fallen 
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race. Christ was to identify Himself with the 
interests and needs of humanity. He who was one 
with God has linked Himself with the children 
of men by ties that are never to be broken.”— 
Steps to Christ, p. 16. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 15, 
pars, i, 2. 

MONDAY 


The Glory He Gave Up 
5. Find Philippians 2:6, 7. 
Before Jesus became a man among men, He 


shared the glory of His Father. What did He 
become on earth? 


6. Find 2 Corinthians 8:9. 

In His heavenly home Jesus possessed every- 
thing. What was His condition on earth? 

7. Find Matthew 8:20. 


In heaven Jesus had a home and security. 
What did He say about His home on earth? 


NoTE.—'‘Let us consider that Jesus took all 
the woes and griefs, the poverty and suffering, of 
man into His own heart, and made them a part 
of His own experience. Although He was the 
Prince of life, He did not take His position with 
the great and honorable, but with the lowly, the 
oppressed, and the suffering. He was the despised 
Nazarene. He had not where to lay His head. He 
became poor for our sakes, that we through His 
poverty might be made rich,”—Testimonies, vol. 
4, pp. 620, 621. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 16, 
par. 1. 

TUESDAY 


The Human Flesh and Nature He Shared 


8. Find Hebrews 2:14. 

When Jesus came to live on earth He did not 
come as an angel. In what form did He come? 

9. Read verses 16, 17. 

What nature did He take? 

10. Read verse 18. 


Why did He come in the flesh and nature of 
man? 








lala 











NotTe.—‘Taking human nature fitted Christ 
to understand man’s trials and sorrows, and all 
the temptations wherewith he is beset. Angels 
who were unacquainted with sin could not sym- 
pathize with man in his peculiar trials. Christ 
condescended to take man’s nature and was 
tempted in all points like as we, that He might 
know how to succor all who should be tempted.” 
—Testimonies, vol. 2, p. 201. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 14, 
par. 1. 


WEDNESDAY 


he Life He Gave 
Il. Read Titus 2:14. 
What did Jesus give in order to redeem us? 
NOTE.—To redeem means “to buy back 
again.” We are Christ's because He created us, 
but Satan stole us when he succeeded in getting 
Adam and Eve to sin. Jesus by the sacrifice of 
His life has bought us back again. 
12. Read 1 Peter 1:18, 19. 


With what precious substance does Peter say 
we are bought? 


For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 93, 
par. 2; p. 94, par. 1. 


THURSDAY 
Accepting Christ 
13. Find 1 Corinthians 6:19, 20. 


Since Jesus has paid so high a price for our 
salvation, to whom do we really belong? 





































































14. Find Isaiah 45:22. 


In what gracious words does our heavenly 
Father invite us to accept the precious gift of 
salvation Jesus offers us? 

NOTE.—'"The heart of God yearns over His 
earthly children with a love stronger than death. 
In giving up His Son, He has poured out to us 
all heaven in one gift. The Saviour’s life and 
death and intercession, the ministry of angels, 
the pleading of the Spirit, the Father working 
above and through all, the unceasing interest of 
heavenly beings,—all are enlisted in behalf of 
man’s redemption.”—Steps to Christ, p. 24. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 24, 
pars. 1-4. 


FRIDAY 


REVIEW THE MEMORY VERSE. 
Summary of the Lesson 
How many things did Jesus: give up to save 
us? FINISH THESE WORDS: 
es 
Se Ho - 
eS ae 
What did He take upon Himself on earth? 
ne = .. a 
POS 5. ER ccc 


Thou Didst Leave Thy Throne 
By Emily E. S. Elliott 


Thou didst leave Thy throne 
And Thy kingly crown 
When Thou camest to earth 
But in Bethlehem’s home 
Was there found no room 
For Thy holy nativity. 


for me; 


O come to my heart, Lord Jesus, 
There is room in my heart for Thee. 






The foxes found rest, 
And the birds their nest 

In the shade of the forest tree; 
But Thy couch was the sod, 

O Thou Son of God, 

In the deserts of Galilee. 


O come to my heart, Lord Jesus, 
There is room in my heart for Thee. 






When the heavens shall ring, 
And the angels sing, 
At Thy coming to victory, 
Let Thy voice call me home, 
Saying, “Yet there is room, 
There is room at My side for thee.” 


My heart shall rejoice, Lord Jesus, 
When Thou comest and callest for me. 


—Church Hymnal, No. 103. 
JULY 20, 19355 f 23 
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REAL LIVING 


Come to 
SUMMER CAMP 





Real living is good food—like these 


$, 
oe, » GF fresh loaves at summer camp. 


Real living is knowing which ani- 
mals are your friends—like this harm- 
less but helpful gopher snake. 


a 


Real living is having fun—tlike these sum- 

mer camp boys “lifting” a rock to find a 

chipmunk! Let’s hope they got out before 
it fell! 


Real living is knowing how to care for 

yourself outdoors—like being able to build 

cooking stoves like this one, learned at 
summer camp. 


Photos taken at Pinecrest, Northern Cali- 
fornia, by Glenn Fillman, director, and 


Ben Tupper. 
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